may not involve violence, but it is certainly 'animal5
food.
On one occasion, Bapu had to go to Calcutta, and
he stayed as a guest at Shri Bhupendranath Basu's.1
The Bengalis, as every one knows, are famous for their
hospitality. Bapu's host had gathered alLthe fruit that
could be found, dried as well as fresh, and prepared
every possible fruit-dish that could be thought of. The
feast was then spread before Bapu. Bapu was appalled.
He protested: "Oh, what have you done? I love simp-
licity, and what an amount of trouble you have taken
for my sake!" The thing so upset him that he imme-
diately took a vow to eat every day food-with only five
natural ingredients.
This aroused keen discussion amongst us. Should
lemons, oranges and mosambis be regarded as the same
thing, or as different things? Should gur (treacle), misri
(sugarcandy) and plain sugar be regarded as the same
ingredient or not? Many such questions arose. Bapu took
a very keen interest in such discussions, and carried them
right up to the hair-splitting stage with the untiring
enthusiasm of a law-giver.
After this we had to remember what he had eaten
in the morning when deciding what he should be given
in the evening. Bapu tried to make things as easy for us
as possible, adjusting his diet to the exigencies of the
moment. One of his rules was to finish his meal before
sunset. To prevent his meal time from overlapping or
clashing with his evening functions was a regular head-
ache for every one concerned.
1 Gandhiji was on his way to Rangoon.
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